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quest is along or arduous search far something, It involves se 


e, we are 


ng, 
round us, hence the 


ing and a desire to find. At Redeemer University Coleg: 
ing Christ, purpose, sincerity, In this s 


all seeking ~ see! 


re also striving to engage with those 
theme of this edition of Quest: Humans of Hamilton. ‘This steel city is 
full of searchers, full of people whose hearts are seen clearly through the 
smokestacks and the sk 


crapers. It is a city full of people like us, who 


have laughed and loved on 
per James, who have lived in all the streets and corners in between. Let's 


take the time to get to know the humans of Hamilton — let’s recognize 


ocke, who have struggled and rejoiced on Up: 


‘our neighbors, our friends, our families, and ourselves ~ in the thought 
ind 


ful pieces that make up this heartfelt ed 
work together to create meaningful ¢ 
questions, ask us why we're called Rede 


. Lee's rejoic 


yguc. And, dear readers, ask us 


wer University: Challenge us, and 


allow us to do the same. Let’s go on a quest, together. 
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.in a coffee-shop downtown one-day. | Sarah Lin 


thought about the self-indulgence off 
lances) at a wintry-haired couple kissing surreptitiously in the corner of the adjoining bookstore; 
and 


the stae,ea.to. of my keyboard as [tap out a snide aside to my sister, a continent away; 
and 
warming my socked feet against my male friend's <skinny jeans>; 


and 
stcaling the //lens-less// wide-rimmed glasses perched on his freckled nose just to watch him squawk; 
and 
sipping at the over-priced slush that my ‘coffce” has become; 
and 
knowing that it is okay to he one stall person in the midst of this 


May We See 


Jessica Puddicombe 


Envy | Kristal Hooyer 
Envy is not green. 


It's melted cheese, sticky and clawing 
down your esophagus, choking 
you on the way down. 


Its the putrid puke 
dried on the carpet 
in chunky mustard mountains, 


It’s an ulcer, a cold sore oozing 
flaxen pus that leaves 
a rancid residue. 


It’s the colour 
of unbrushed teeth, plaque- 


Wedding Dress 
Kamaria Quinn 


covered, damaged, and deteriorating: 


I’s a jaundiced old man in pain, 
reliving a bitter past 
and brooding. 


Iv’sa cat, amber eyes 
leering at you in disdain: 
you are never enough. 


It’s an ugly shade of gold; 
a polluted ray of sunshine, 


happiness lost. 


Envy is yellow 


Roommate! 
Rebeka Borshevsky 


Needed Elsewhere | Spencer Bloomfield 


Aliens, it has to be aliens. Imean, I believe in aliens, abductions; or maybe human traffickers, they're active in 
border towns, right? I heard she had a fight, maybe she ran off to calm down, rented a room in a hotel, and watched 
some cable. I try to justify it in my head, vainly, one morning in October. Victoria just went out for a stroll, she likes 
being alone, maybe she’s painting. The trees are a lovely shade of red this time of year, leaves on the verge of giving 
up and letting go. “Did you hear about Victoria?” Erin, my blond friend asks when we arrive on campus. “Yeah, crazy 
stuff, my money’s on aliens,” her blue eyes tighten with what I later suppose is pity, and she walks away. I smile to Jill as 
she enters the shop, and she smiles back, but looks sad for some reason, Everyone looks a little sad, must be a Monday 
thing. My heart is racing, but I don’t notice. Everything is fine, why would I be panicking? The minutes are just clawing 
by; desperately trying to stay afloat but steadily drowning, Tea is in a cup in my hand, I always pick one up in the morn- 
ing, habit I guess. We'd laughed about it a few times, Victoria and me, over our tea fixation. Coffee was a hideously 
unsophisticated thing, common, but tea was cool; actually, it was hot, She'd laughed when I said that. “We should get 
tea some time,” she smiled, and I smiled back, “I'd love to!” At the time, I meant it, though I always seemed to be busy. 
She had asked a few more times over the past year. I'l have to do that soon, hang out with her. She is alittle intimidat- 
ing, pretty and brutally honest, and very funny: 

‘The wood is smooth under my hands, I'm proud of it, and I'll get a good grade too. Puzzle pieces, I carved 
them out and bevelled them, childhood innocence they symbolize, a time without depression. I took a sculpture class 
in high school, Victoria didn’t. This is sculpture class for grownups; I don’t question that she isn't in the class. She’s a 
painter after all, a photographer. There it i, she must have been out photographing the riverside view. That's why her 
bike was at the rails after all, she rode everywhere, it’s no wonder they found the bike at the river. We have the best 
skyline after all, its very pretty; she was probably distracted, and didn’t see the aliens until they were right next to her, 
floating down from the sky. Aliens of course can’t paint; everyone knows they have no eye for creativity. They saw her 
taking pictures, and wanted her to make art for them. That’s why her shoes were by the guard rail, why her red scarf 
had fallen into the water, she had let them go; she didn’t need them. She was needed elsewhere. é 


Tea with Grandpa | Spencer Bloomfield 


Waterfall at Tiffany’s 
Rebeka Borshewsky 


Hunched and crooked, this man is so fragile! 
White hair and shaki 


rapidly cooling; his failing fingers can’t tell 


ands, holding tea 


He wears faded blue now, does my grandpa, 


sweaters and suspenders holding up his form, 


He is tired, a bit of drool escapes his mouth 


Tremors keep the cup from reaching that mouth 
Occasionally I'l hear his voice, lost and fragile 
My heart breaks when he loses the words and form 
of speech, and he stares embarrassed at his tea 
I wait for him, for his mouth to mave, “Grandpa,” 


hold his hand patiently, “There's no hurry.” [tel 


He smiles at me, he knows what I'm doing, can tell. 


Those blueing lips pull up the corners of his mouth 


L remember his laughter, my grandma and grandpa, 


nn they were stron 


a time w and played, not as fragile 


as today; sitting with them and having my first cup of tea, 
i 


swimming and fleeing stories of some shadowy form, 


I recall a time, plaster and plastic models taking form 


saw him tell 


so many years a 


with knowing hands, and gentle tones, (and of course, tea) 
how to be a man, to love and build, wisdom from his mouth. 
Iwas a vicious and angry child, internally so fragile; 

hhe was always there, calm and collected, my grandpa. 


‘Then the Parkinson's cast its shadow on my grandpa. 
My grandma had heart attacks, trapping her in a form 
she couldn't escape. I learned then that we are fragile. 
‘Toa nursing home, they sold their old; I never could tell 
how much I missed that house, as all from my mouth 
burying pain, and I stopped drinking tea. 


Tdrink it nov, three sugar and one cream in my tea; 

‘The immediacy of my pain has faded as I watch my grandpa 
fade to dust. Though something yet turns up this mouth 

of mine, a hope for his passing to the realm of form. 

T know his heart, I know his soul, and I have heard him tell 
of the beauty of the Lord. His reward won't be so fragile. 


Thold his arm and I see through his eyes, 

to where faith isn’t fragile. 

‘The anger has faded from me and 

Thave this lesson from my grandpa; 

Inall your ways, be as calm, as good, as a cup of fresh tea. 


Why Did You Let Him Ruin You, Dear Josephine | Courtney Parker 


Angry, 
Boastful, 

Cheating others of their happiness. 

Driven, but for the wrong reasons, 

Eavesdropping when you know you aren't wanted. 
Fake so you may keep up with the 
Gossip. 

Hiding yourself, 

Inconsiderate and 

Jealous of those with genuine smiles, 
Kindness for others, not for your supposed 
Loved one 
Manageable at times but your 

Na n gets to a point where you're 


Pushy. 
Queen bee persona, 
Revengeful, 

selfish, 

‘Tyrannical, 
Unforgiving, similar to a 
Vicious Lady Macbeth 
Wicked but 

Xenial to those who don’t know} 
Years ago, you were once 
Zealous and amazing. 


Wedding Dress 
Rebeka Borshevsky 


Cling & Climb (After Betsy Sholl) | Elise Arsenault 


One of my parents is a sea, the other a king, 
One is a door, the other a window. 


In the past I'd cling to a limb, climb under skin. 


One of my parents is here, the other is there, 
‘One is a prayer, the other a speech. 


One is height, the other is speed and I 
am a diagonal axis. 


One par 


nt is a limp, the other an itch, 


ion. Over pairs of pink stripes and ringless hands. 
Thus, my careful birth, my pendulum dance 


is an oak, she is a rosebush and I 
am out of rain, 


‘One is tame, the other timed. 
Lam the girl who clings and climbs. 
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To An Unexpected Friend| \avon Wilkinson 
1 sang with a man from Afghanistan, 

Waiting for his bus to arrive, 

In the dark city night punctuated by light, 

He made a dead place come alive. 

I just offered him some hot chocolate, 
In turn he offered me 
It scared off the birds and I don’t know the words 
But I nevertheless sang along. 


asong. 


1 from Afghanistan, 
end. 


Isang with am 
A stranger transformed into f 
And I'll clap and hop in the sombre bus stop 
If Lever see him again. 


Imagination 
Stephanie TenHove 


talks of thick green stems 


w fiom the weed-free garden: 
f gold, vermillion and cobalt, clash 
in the tumultuous earth, 


\ battlefgr, spacedgerween chaotic colours, 


they stand in thesfull-yarthofvaifeatureless hou: 
rebellion against what is seen 
id a brilliant blaze ina muted world. 


‘The gardener stands, hands on 

1 ) Idoking down og fall wala cocked head 
Slips a fistfl of sunflowersccds between cracked lips 
5 and savours their dusty taste. 

e-closes hiseyes at the scent 

of fragrant blossoms mixed. 

®a Woman withftoo'much perfume 

it overpowers all else arounti. 


The setting sun servesto 
shining through with rays of d) 
loused fingers over velve 
brings him to stand in silent consternation 


A cicada’s wail breakschisweveric ge 

ind sends-him-ofP without nitile ~ 
to gather his thir 
into the failing twilight 


A kaleidoscope of orange hues, 
hore brilliant than any supsct, 
slice through thin walls of 
grey stone and dusty plaster 


He can still taste the seeds , 
ashe stands and Sees tHe fla 


hasking:in theitgléry.as 


The Worst Lies | Diana Bronsema 


Do you know what I've realized? In life we can make ourselves believe anything; I'm okay. I've forgiven them. I'm 
happy. I'm fine. It doesn’t hurt that much anymore. You become content with how your life is and you feel as if you're 
moving forward again, but then... You see one picture, hear one sentence, see one smile and you realize you might 
just be creating an allusion. And you're not actually any better than before. I don’t know what it takes, I don't know if 
itll take help. Will someone help? Or is this just how life will be? Forever living in this state of allusion, a state of in- 
between; longing and happiness; sadness and forgiveness. 


When can you truly look the situation in the eyes and say “I’m okay.” because it feels lixe it will take forever. That you're 
always going to feel some residue of what hurt you. A taint of what you once had but lost. I don’t know if I like this 
feeling . It’s almost suffocating as you try to move on, but feel sucked back into not knowing what to feel, or think, or 
say, or how to act. How do you move on? When you love someone can you ever truly treat them any 

different than you did before? When you love someone can you ever love again? And ‘f you can, can you ever give that 
new person all the love you have? Or do the people you once thought you loved still hold that piece of your heart? 


Why does this happen? Why do we humans have this need to want to love and be loved? Because of this, we then end 
up throwing ourselves into situations that aren't what was meant to be because of this sweet desire. And then in turn 
hurt ourselves. This self-inflicted pain is almost worse than any cut, any bruise, any broken bone, because it’s a broken 
heart. How do you fix that? I have no clue. Some say time. Some say someone new: And some say it can never be fixed. 
Do you know what I've realized? In our life we can make ourselves believe anything... 


And in love, those seem to be the worst lies. 
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Demurral | Spencer Bloomfield 

A minimalist stage, dimly lit, Writer is sitting at a table, laptop open, ping, Demurral enters, dressed in a black shirt and black 
‘pants so that his arms and head stand out. He stays just outside of the main light on Writer. 

Demurral: What do you think you're doing? 

Writer: (jumps, surprised) I’m... well, I was writing, 

Demurral: Why? 

Writer: Because I love to write, 

Demurral: Really? Actually, I meant why are you writing this, specifically? 

Writer: What’s wrong with it? 

Demurral: What’s wrong- goodness me, you are hopeless. 

Writer: What do you mean by that? What did I do? 

Demurral: Look, just look. See it? Derivative dribble, that’s what I see. 

Writer: I thought it would be kind of clever- 

Demurral: Nope, nope; Cllichéd, you're borderline plagiarising, 

Writer: I don’t think Iam, 

Demurral: Iam you, so you think you do. Look, I know it’s tempting, but can you try to be original? 

Writer: Lam original. I do more than just this you know; I have original stories of my own. 

Demurral: Original stories which have been gathering dust in your headspace for years. Even this “Fan fiction” 
is really just procrastinating, None of it is worth anything. 

Writer: It is worth something, I am exploring themes, and characters I love, and interacting with a community 
of fellow minded people. 


Demurral: Oh yeah? Then why does it take you so long between postings? It’s been nine months, you haven’t 
written anything good. 
Writer: I was busy. 
Demurral: For nine months? Look at what you have done, shuffling words around, planning. You are a lazy and 
incompetent writer. I mean, just scroll up. Look at that, spelling mistakes, grammar mistakes, flipped words, 
missed words. Not to mention your tendency to shift from super descriptive straight into unbelievable dialogue. 
Writer: I post after I finish, I’m not prolific enough to make revising worthwhile. 
Demurral: Right, because a ten minute glance over your work is exhaustive. But that’s just technical stuff; your 
content is also terrible. 
Writer: How do you mean? 
Demurral: Well, for one thing, you are very distractible, and you desperately cram in cultural references to try to 
garner sympathy based on same mindedness. 
Writer: I do not, I reference things subtly, and it’s to ground my stories. Weird shit happens in them. 
Demurral: Oh yeah? Well what about your characters? Flat lifeless creations, any complexity drawn from exposi- 
tion as opposed to actual characterisation. 
Writer: I don’t know any other way to do that though... 
Demurral: And don’t get me started on the ridiculous habit you have of making everything cosmic. You clearly 
have no understanding of the way human beings think, behave, or feel. 
Writer: [ike to plan, I like being expansive and understanding the whole of a world before I work on the 
people. 
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Demurral: Those worlds you “build”, how many actually came to fruition? The truth is, you're not Tolkien, or 
Lewis, Rowling, or Lawhead, and you never will be. 

Writer: I don’t have to listen to you, and it isn’t about being like them, I just want to have my stories told- 
Demurral: (interrupting) That is all to say nothing of your themes, when you even bother using any, Either 
deliberately confrontational or incoherent, you've even relied on shock value to try and distract from your lack 
of content. You are nothing, a cowardly failure with no future and no initiative to change and your writing re- 
flects that, All of your work is sloppy and weak, and it has nothing to offer anyone but mere distraction. 
Writer: I, I don't know what to say... 

Demurral: Say nothing; return to consuming, never write again, you're not good enough. 

Writer: I guess I'l get up then, play some games. I'll try again later. 

Writer stands up and shuffles off the stage 
Demurral: I'll be here, waiting, 
Lights fade to black out 


Expression of Self 
Stephanie TenHove 
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My Daddy has Crohn’s | Spencer Bloomfield 
Yellowed and dying, taped and hosed in bed: 


Auschwitz alone saw ones so dead. 


Somerset 
John Schuurman 


Sugar | Heather Shore 


‘The crash of a bomb: smashed fine china, 
and a shrill shriek pierces the air. 
Hairs on my neck stand at attention. 
‘The blissfill moment is converted 
into a clatter of commotion. 

My aunt shouts strings of explicit 
language I dare not repeat. 

‘The declaration of war, 
human versus animal. 


Clinking, clanking, and clashing of plastic shades, bells, and mice. 
My eyes catch her sleek form zoom around: afraid 
of her mistress. Her innocent baby-like mews 
bounce off the walls like ping pong balls, 
My aunt’s heavy approaching footsteps 
are like peals of thunder 
ona turbulent day. 


‘There Sugar goes again; will she ever learn? 
Her black and white tail masquerades 
as a flag waving frantically in the wind. 

She careens, leans, and screams 
around the kitchen, Her mistress’s 
shrieks are considered 
a foreigner’s by Sugar. 
‘The faint pattering 


A vibrating ball of fluff makes its way onto my lap; 
one naughty kitty decides to use me as a safe 
haven. Two hours of cleaning, preening 
and sweeping, My aunt and I survey 
broken precious chinaware. If only 
Sugar could clean up instead. 
‘This is only one day 


of plush paws for a not so house- 
on the pulled broken cat! 
carpet gives 
her away. 
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Ocean’s Pull | Nathan Brink 


Ita forcign face I see, 
formed from soli to colder eyes, 
behind which you choose to flee 
as the darkness calls goodbyes. 


Old emotion rusts your crown, 
and is grown in orbs sincere, 
It sinks through depths, and down, 
to where it will not last the year, 


‘The world around ws, all, 
is to youa calling grave, 
We rise as you fall 
beneath the erest of a wave, 


soon you seck to leave 
this world where Ebclong, 
and think only Iwill grieve 

Jove’s lost innocence gone wrong, 


Legions of emotion 
seek to sink this rotting ship. 

You watch it fall through stormy ocean 
with a knife held in your grip. 


S < 
Word of Mouth | Elise Arsenault 
. “T think I just lost my virginity!” One drunken man quips, referring to how crammed the crowd has become now 
that the Arkells have finished per ig, There are thousands of us gridlocked at James St. North and King Wil- 
liam a muddled mass shambling eastward. My group of friends forms a convoy of hands clutching backpacks 
together: 


‘The 7th annual Supereray has been a riot — an event strewn with food trucks, art shops, musicians both ragged 
zy, and viewers both sober and tipsy. I have a bag brimming wil ih chock-full of Gorilla 

and a mind alight with sensation. I ky. The man in front of me is 

ly potent, and tall. "m at the front of our passe, but have a hard time gaging our direction until he shullles 


‘Soon I have a clearer view of the mob surrounding us and am awestruck by the number of nas 
ay see. They are youthlul, elderly. sprightly, weathered, stern, dazed... There areso many of them, yet not two of the 


'm overwhelmed in realizing that behind eve c of these rare faces is a whole, individual 


Where are they headed? ‘To a parking lot?.\ second-hand mini van. 4 faithful, rusted pick-up tr 
oN * muscly ear, (What's in their glove compartment? Pacifiers. Bible tacts. Condoms, 
party? \ friend's new digs. A stranger's place. A coflee shop. A bar. A karaoke bar, A bread bar. A sweaty club. 
a) An english pub. (Ave they of age? Feeling outdated?) Homeward? To their steck bachelor apartment. Their rowdy dorm. 


‘Their parents’ homestead. T pullout couch. (Or are they homesick? Nomadic?) 1 wonder whether or not 
they're happy, or if they're on a quest for relationship, success, salety, wisdom, health, escape... 
‘Then my questions stagger: Do they knove Jesus? 


s) ‘The crowd’s volume has bent from belting rock anthems, to the low hum of fooisteps and muffled conversation. 
NG Most mouths are sealed as we saunter forward, and all at once Pm afraid mine might burst. 


€ a 


would hear it, I might as well have been on the Hamilton International Airport Stage with Arkells' frontman Max 
Kerman during the concert, because I've got his audience within earshot now. What would I say? My mind is turbu- 
lent. Uf aieryone is sure to hear me, what statement — wwhat en plea or reminder — would be mast meaningful? free 


My standing marks, almost perfectly, the centre of the intersection so that, were I to yell something aloud, many SS 
> 
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about surrender and eternity. Something about quenched thirst anu stifled hunger. Something about hope. Something about healing 


Tuy to simplify, and unthaw a thought. Something about Jesus. Something about love and light — mud and sight, Something ? 
Something about freedom, G 


Maybe L could sing them a psalm, a hymn, oF a song in the Spirit. What if others or angels — joined in? Maybe 1 declare Gp © 
seriplure, or just begin to prays What if, because eoeryone is touching, the prayer surges Uarough bodies as inthe laying of hands? Ud & 
say something about the Father heart for last sheep, the prodigal son and the adulterous woman. Something about transformation, x va 
redemption, erimson and snow. About Ringdom-come and God as close as brea. I could say nothing. and instead groan for the Spirit Ze? 
to intercede, ery fo elarity to fll, and laugh for. joy to awaken... »> 

L arrive home before [ arrive at an answe 


F 
Exer since then, though, Pll grow pensive in the wake of a swollen crowd. I'll rethink what I could say, sing, pray or a 


sound. Pll brainstorm the breakthroughs, fancy the faith, humour the hope, and reckon the revelation that might 
come of one moment of boldness. 


ich a feat is best suited to the imagination... but maybe not. Maybe, one day, Pl muster the audacity 
my mouth and speak. But until then, Pll tune my ears to hear Him who will never be silent. 


Ar-t-ime 
Erica Eisses 


Concrete Ironic | Rebeka Borshevsky 


When I first got here. 
the smokestacks, the broken conerete 


‘aw 


Twas certair, rock-solid certain 
[hated you. 
Greasy, dingy, full 
of truths [ didn’t want to. 
face. An ugly boy I could 
never love, 
1am stone. 
But the stone is flesh 
and the flesh is weak 
it can hardly be understood. 
Love for this ugly, broken 
boy with a smile in his 
eyes and a story in 
every face bus system. 
street children, My motherly, 
loving, urge is screaming, 
Lwant to be sister, mother, 
friend, beloved of this 
place 
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